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"One must live," lie said apologetically. He was a Bavarian, and was talkative. Things were not going well in Germany, lie told us. The *fares" from his "passengers" permitted him to buy some food in Poland and send it to his family.
About 3.00 A M., the German let us off near the village of Okrzyn. We had about twelve miles to hike to our destination. We gave the driver two hundred zlotys and a bottle of vodka, and Ids truck rolled on. Lucia knew this part of the country well, having served here as a "forest woman" earlier in the war.
We waited a moment, then wandered off in opposite directions, always mindful of the maxim that God guards Thfrn who guards himself. After a lapse of some twentv minutes, in biting February cold, we got off the road, opened our rucksacks and changed our clothes, so that we would look different from the description the driver might possibly give to any German patroL It was not much of a "camouflage," but still it was worth something. Now we were no longer food smugglers, but Tadies from the city" who went to the country to trade their old dbthes for food.
Lucia took out a piece of paper and in the weak glow of a flashlight ste checked our route, It was safer to go through the forest, steering away from the beaten track. She walked ahead, and I tried to keep up with her even, easy stride. Much as I tried, I walked like an elephant compared with Luck's noiseless steps Every now and then I would step on a dry branch on the ground or bump my head into the festoons of snow hanging low from the burdened trees.
When dawn caine, we had covered about half the distance. We sat down to rest in the soft snow.
Something bothered Lucia, I felt, but could not imagine what it was. I knew her as a fearless and cautious soldier of the Underground, steady and not rash.